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	1. Chapter 1

**OKAY, SO, DO YOU WANT TO KNOW WHAT'S SAD!? **

**I was meaning to post this along with "We Celebrate Them" for Christmas, but I LOST MY FILE. AND GUESS WHAT!? I FOUND MY FILE JUST NOW AND I KNOW IT IS NOT CHRISTMAS BUT CAN I PLEASE POST THIS NOW!? YES!? YAY! :D It will seem rushed, and yeah, it might be. I'm doing a lot of correcting on it right now, but here's the first chapter! It'll only be around five chapters long, sooooo... **

**YA. ENJOY! MERRY VERY VERY VERY LATE CHRISTMAS (I suppose)! :D **

"I don't know, Astrid. I just don't know."

"Aww, come on!" said Astrid. "I promise, this will taste better than last year's Yaknog!"

"That's the problem," said Hiccup. "Your idea of 'better' is sometimes our idea of 'worse.'"

"Well, tell me how you _really _feel, Hiccup," said Astrid with an eye roll. "I'm not going to be here forever, and you're too wishy washy to say no. Just try one sip. One sip, and I won't bug you about it until next year."

"Fine," Hiccup muttered. "You're going to be the death of me, you know that."

"Yep," said Astrid. "Now take it."

Hiccup sighed and took the cup Astrid held out to him. After taking the mandatory sip, he gave it back to her. Astrid looked at him with slight worry, wondering what he thought.

"Well?" she said. "What do you think?"

"Well..." Hiccup tried to find the words. "It's better than _last _year's batch, that's for certain. It still tastes like Yaknog, though. Add less..._'Yak'_ next time."

"Okay, thanks," said Astrid. Then, she turned and walked away to spread some more "holiday cheer." Hiccup watched her leave, a pained smile on his face, before he turned away and headed in the opposite direction.

"Hiccup!" Fishlegs called him from behind. Hiccup turned around, facing his friend.

"Yeah?" he said.

"I was wondering," said Fishlegs, "if you want to come and have a quick dragon race around the island. You know, just before Snoggletog tomorrow."

"Um...sorry, Fishlegs, maybe later," said Hiccup.

"What?" said Fishlegs. "Hiccup, you _love _dragon races!"

"Yeah, I...I just have something else to do," Hiccup replied half-heartedly, possibly quicker than he should have. "Sorry, Fishlegs. I'll catch up with you later."

"Well...if you're sure," said Fishlegs, hesitating slightly.

"Yeah, you guys go on ahead without me," said Hiccup. "See you when I see you!" He turned and bolted without another word, leaving Fishlegs, still confused, to go his own way.

A few minutes later, the other dragon riders - Astrid, Fishlegs, Ruffnut, Tuffnut, and Snotlout - flew overhead with their dragons, whooping as they raced. Hiccup watched them until they disappeared from view, and sighed.

Toothless came up behind the young Chief and cooed, motioning to the sky. Hiccup turned around and gazed at the dragon with sorrow in his eyes.

"Not right now, buddy," said Hiccup. "I don't want to go flying."

Toothless growled sadly and nudged him again.

"I'm not in the mood, Toothless," Hiccup pushed him away gently. "I'm sorry."

Strange. Hiccup was _always _in the mood to go flying, any day, every day, all the time, if he could. Why was today any different? Defeated, Toothless turned and walked in the other direction, his tail dragging on the ground behind him.

Hiccup wanted to just hang his hands and ride his dragon, but at that point, he really wanted to be alone. He turned around again, and...

"Hiccup!"

Oh great. Another one.

He turned around slowly, coming face to face with Snotlout, just landing and dismounting Hookfang. He ran over to Hiccup as the other dragon riders landed behind him.

"Hey, baby cousin," said Snotlout.

"Oh good grief," Hiccup groaned.

"What's been going on?" Astrid ran up behind Snotlout. Following her closely were Ruffnut, Tuffnut, and Fishlegs.

"Nothing," said Hiccup.

"No, I'm pretty sure something's wrong," said Fishlegs suspiciously, stepping up in between Astrid and Snotlout. "You declined our offer on a dragon race, you declined Toothless' offer on even a short flight-"

"You just haven't been yourself lately," said Astrid. "The Hiccup I know wouldn't _hesitate _to race with us, and would _never ever _turn down Toothless. What's going on with you the past few days?"

"Nothing!" Hiccup snapped. "Why is everyone worried about me all of a sudden?"

"Because you're our _friend, _Dragon Boy," said Astrid. "It's our _job_ to worry about you."

"Not when there's nothing to worry about!" said Hiccup. He sighed. "I have to go." He turned and ran in the opposite direction, leaving his friends dumbfounded behind, deciding as a whole, even without speaking, that they weren't going to follow him. If something was wrong, chances were him just being alone was what he wanted.

"Something's up," said Astrid as soon as Hiccup was out of sight. "Normally when something's wrong, he tells at least _one of us." _

"Yeah, I know," said Snotlout.

"He even declined a dragon race," said Fishlegs. "Even when he's having a bad day, normally, he does dragon races with us all the _more_ to try and cheer himself up. But now it just feels like he's trying to..._avoid _us." He shook his head. "He's being strange," he went on. "Should we talk to someone about it?"

"Like who?" said Ruffnut. "Why talk to someone about it, if Hiccup won't tell anyone what's wrong?"

"We could talk to Valka," said Astrid. "She lives with Hiccup, and she's his mother. Maybe he told her something he didn't tell us."

"That could work," said Fishlegs. "Then let's go talk to her!"

...

"Good morning, Hiccup!" Valka called to him from atop Cloudjumper. Hiccup looked up as she landed her dragon and dismounted, approaching him. "This is exciting, isn't it?" she asked him, possibly too enthusiastically.

"Yep, I'm excited," said Hiccup half-heartedly.

Valka frowned. "What's wrong?" she asked.

"Oh not you too!" Hiccup groaned. "Everyone's suddenly worried about me!"

"Is there something wrong with that?" said Valka. "What's so wrong about friends being friends?"

"I didn't say something was wrong with it," said Hiccup. "I just don't _understand _it. There's nothing wrong."

"Oh is there now?" Valka said suspiciously. Hiccup sighed.

"I don't want to talk about it right now, Mom," he said. "To anyone, really."

"I understand not wanting to talk about it," said Valka, "but by the way you're acting, you are pretty much asking people to ask you to talk about it."

Hiccup gazed up at her, still not completely meeting her eyes. "Well, okay," he said. "I have to go now." He turned and headed in the opposite direction. Valka watched him until he was gone, and then turned back around. Astrid, Fishlegs, Ruffnut, Tuffnut and Snotlout ran up to her just as Hiccup left.

"Hey, Valka," said Snotlout. "We were wondering if we could ask you a few questions."

"An interrogation?" said Valka.

"Not exactly," said Astrid. "Just a few questions. Have you noticed Hiccup acting..._strange _lately?"

"Yes, actually," said Valka. "Why? Have you been noticing it, too?"

"Yeah," said Ruffnut.

"It's weird," said Tuffnut. "It's like he's trying to avoid people. But he's never done it before. Why would he suddenly do it now?"

"I don't know," said Valka.

"Hey, wait a minute," said Astrid. "I've got an idea."


	2. Chapter 2

**So, I hope you are all enjoying this so far. :D Shout-outs soon! :D Enjoy the next chapter!**

Later that evening finds Hiccup at his house, sitting on the edge of his bed, looking out the open window at the stars that brightened the night sky. He flopped backwards and lay in an awkward position, running a hand over his face. Why did everything have to be so difficult?

He didn't blame his friends for being slightly worried about him; on the other hand, though, he really hated it. He already had a hard enough time with everything else he dealt with without his friends coming up to him every ten seconds asking him if he was alright.

He was just about to go to sleep when he heard a thump. Shooting up in his bed and turning towards the sound, he found himself face to face with—

"Tuffnut? What are you doing in my house?"

"Who is this Tuffnut?" said Tuffnut. "I am not Tuffnut! I am the Ghost of Jacob Marley! _Ooooooh!"_

"No, you're not," said Hiccup. "You're _Tuffnut_."

"I know not of this Tuffnut!" said Tuffnut. "And I am here give you a warning to heed, Ebe-Sneezer."

"Ebe-Sneezer?" Hiccup frowned. "You couldn't do better than that?"

"I do not know of which you speak!" said Tuffnut. "You are Ebe-Sneezer! My name is Jacob Marley!"

"You have _got _to be kidding me," said Hiccup. "And you know, even when my friends are mad at me, they still call me Hiccup."

"No, your name is Ebe-Sneezer!" said Tuffnut. "You are the village grump who everyone feels sorry for!"

"Are you just ad-living this, or—"

"I am here to warn you, Ebe-Sneezer!" said Tuffnut…Jacob Marley…whichever.

"It's Hiccup!"

"Right, right," said Tuffnut. "_Whoooosh_." He flung dust out of his hands and onto the floor in front of them. "At the stroke of midnight, you will receive a second visit!"

"Will they be Ghosts, too?" Hiccup groaned.

"Yes, looks like someone's been paying attention," said Tuffnut (Jacob Marley, doesn't matter at this point). "Hold on tight, Ebe-Sneezer! Get ready for a while ride!" Tuffnut moved back over to the window and leaped out of it, falling onto the ground with a _THUMP_.

Hiccup stared out into space and rolled his eyes. He stood up, closed the window, and then went back to his bed, falling into a light slumber.

…

_THUMP_.

Hiccup sat up instantly, hearing the same sound once more. He looked to the side and saw his window wide open, the cold wind blowing inside the room. In front of the window, stood a girl.

"Astrid?" Hiccup said. "How did you get in here?"

"I am not Astrid!" the girl snapped. "I am the Ghost of Snoggletog Past, and I have my ways, Ebe-Sneezer!"

"My name is Hiccup. Again with the Ghosts," Hiccup frowned and groaned. "Tuffnut just came in a little while ago trying to warn me that more of you would be coming."

"Who is this Tuffnut?" said Astrid.

"I have _got _to see where this is going," Hiccup said while rising to a stand. "Why are you guys invading my bedroom?"

"I am here to show you Snoggletog Past," said Astrid…or, the Ghost of Snoggletog Past, whichever one works for you. "Come." Before Hiccup could protest, Astrid grabbed his hand and ran towards the window.

"But where are we goooIIIIINNNNGGG!" Hiccup's question turned into a scream when Astrid jumped out the window, pulling Hiccup with her. They fell and crashed into the bushes on the ground with a sharp cry.

"What was that for?" said Hiccup, jumping to his feet and dusting himself off.

"It was flying!" said Astrid.

"No, it was falling," said Hiccup.

"Say what you might, Ebe-Sneezer—"

"It's HICCUP!"

"Right," said Astrid. "Come, I am here to show you the past of Snoggletog." She grabbed his forearm and pulled him with her as she walked through the village plaza.

"Doesn't look much different," said Hiccup.

"Not much has changed in ten years," said Astrid. "That's where we are, by the way; the Snoggletog of ten years ago."

"So, if what you're saying is true, then I'm ten years old," said Hiccup. "Talk about a time jump. When are you going to get to the _point_, Astrid? What's all this about?"

"I know no Astrid," said Astrid. "And this is about you. Come with me. I want to show you something." They turned a corner and found a small boy, his face buried in a notebook.

"Is that Gustav?" said Hiccup.

"_No_," said Astrid. "That's you of ten years ago."

"Sure _looks _like Gustav," said Hiccup.

"You and him share a lot of similarities," said Astrid. Astrid and Hiccup watched the scene as younger Hiccup took out a charcoal pencil and started doodling.

"You never were one for Snoggletog," said Astrid.

"Of course I wasn't," said Hiccup. "No one liked me."

"Although that _may _be true," said Astrid, "it doesn't change much. There is something else I want to show you."

She continued on, Hiccup glancing over his shoulder one last time at the boy before Astrid yanked him too far away for him to see his "past self" any longer.

When Hiccup looked ahead once more, something covered his eyes. Astrid continued to pull him on, regardless of the fact that he couldn't see.

"Hey!" he protested. "Why the blindfold, Astrid!?"

"Because you can't see as we zoom into the not so distant past," said Astrid. "And I am the Ghost of Snoggletog Past."

"Sure you are," said Hiccup. "And my name's really Ebe-Sneezer."

"Yes it is!" said Astrid. "I'm glad you're finally getting it!"

Hiccup groaned.

"Quit you're whining!" said Astrid. "We're here now."

Astrid removed Hiccup's blindfold, and he gazed at the area ahead. They were now in the Great Hall, people bustling about in all directions, some dancing in the middle, others chatting and laughing at different jokes and carrying on interesting conversations without even so much as a care in the world.

"They are oblivious to us," said Astrid. "They do not see us."

People continued on, not even noticing Hiccup or Astrid. Hiccup looked to the side and saw a slightly-older version of Gustav…or, really, it was a slightly older version of Hiccup. He was sitting on a stool in the corner of the room, still looking in a notebook, looking up every now and then at the dancing Berkians in the center of the Great Hall.

"You're eleven here," said Astrid. "Or, really, you _were _eleven here. We're still in the past."

"Okay, Astrid."

"_Ghost of Snoggletog Past. _Do your research!_"_

"Okay, okay, whatever." Hiccup looked once more at his "past self" and frowned.

"You, as I stated earlier, never were one for the holidays," said Astrid. Hiccup didn't even turn to look at her. "You always isolated yourself, never really acted very cheerful this time of year."

"Did I have reason to?" said Hiccup. "Everyone hated me."

"Yes, but there was one person you especially liked, even thought she, most of the time, acted like she hated you," said Astrid.

"What are you—?"

"Watch," said Astrid. Hiccup returned his focus to the isolated boy as a small girl about his own age skipped over to him merrily.

"Hiccup," said the girl with a slightly large smile on her face, "would you like to dance with me? Just once?"

"Why, Astrid?" said Hiccup's past self. "I thought you didn't like me."

"I don't," said the past Astrid. "But it's Snoggletog. Do you want to just have one quick little dance? It's not like anyone cares."

"Well…okay, I guess." Past-Hiccup put his notebook down beside the stool and stood up. Past-Astrid grabbed his hands before he regained his footing and yanked him onto the dance floor.

"Do you remember this?" said Astrid.

"Yes," said Hiccup. "The first time you asked me to dance. Only, it was only for that year. After and before that, you still acted like you hated me."

"For the last time, Ebe-Sneezer, I am the Ghost of Snoggletog Past, not this Astrid you speak of," said Astrid. "Come. There is nothing more to be seen here."

Hiccup followed Astrid as she walked away, looking one last time at the past versions of himself and Astrid before they were out of sight.

"You will receive another visit, Ebe-Sneezer," said Astrid. "Not too long from now. He will show you many other things that I cannot show you in the past. Prepare yourself."

Before Hiccup could ask what that meant, he felt himself sucked into oblivion. He heard and saw no more.


	3. Chapter 3

**You all like it so far? Yes? No? Maybe? Okay! Here's another chapter for you all! :D Shout-outs next chapter! :D I hope you all enjoy! :D **

When Hiccup woke up a little bit later, he found himself back in his own room, on his bed. He sat up, wondering if it had all been a very weird, realistic dream, but then he realized that it hadn't. When he looked ahead, the window was still open, and there was still dust on the floor from when "Tuffnut" had been there.

Hiccup got to his feet, wondering what time it was. He walked over to the window and looked out it, finding the moon in a slightly different position. He reckoned it to be about two o'clock in the morning, but he really wasn't sure.

He was just about to try and go back to sleep, when a figure burst through his window, nearly crashing into him. He yelped and jumped away, knocking into his bookshelf, books falling on top of him and over him before clattering on the floor.

"Hello, Ebe-Sneezer!" said the figure, probably too cheerfully. "I am the Ghost of Snoggletog Present!"

"Snotlout?" Hiccup questioned, stepping forward. "What in the world are _you _doing at my house now?"

"I am NOT Snotlout!" said Snotlout. "I am the Ghost of Snoggletog Present, as I stated earlier!"

"No, you're my cousin, who, apparently, likes invading my bedroom," said Hiccup.

"I am not Snotlout, Ede-Sneezer!" said Snotlout. "I am certain the Ghost of Snoggletog Past told you I was coming."

"Yeah, Astrid told me you were going to come," said Hiccup, "but I didn't think it would be my cousin."

"I am not your cousin!" said Snotlout. "And who is this Astrid?"

"Never mind," said Hiccup. "How much of this are you just making up as you go along?"

"None of it!" said Snotlout. "Come, Ebe-Sneezer!"

"The next person who calls me Ebe-Sneezer is going to be in serious trouble," said Hiccup.

"Okay," said Snotlout. "Come. We'll fly there."

"Oh not again!" Hiccup groaned as Snotlout pulled him towards and out the window. They fell to the ground just as Hiccup had with Astrid, only this time, it seemed to have hurt worse.

"Do you have any _other _way of transportation?" said Hiccup. "If that's your definition of flying, what's your definition of _falling?"_

"No one cares!" Snotlout shouted. "Come on, Ebe-Snee—never mind. Come on, I am going to show you Snoggletog Present!"

He walked in the other direction, and Hiccup followed him, not knowing what else to do. He followed Snotlout until they came to the Great Hall, only this time, it had the same exact look to it and everything.

"So this is the Present," said Hiccup. "This is what's going on right now?"

"Yep," said Snotlout. "Good to see you're getting the hang of it."

"I'm _not, _actually," said Hiccup.

Snotlout stepped forward and opened the door, ignoring what Hiccup had said earlier. Hiccup walked in, and found the building full of villagers, content smiles planted on their faces as they talked and danced.

"The Present is wonderful," said Snotlout. "Of course, it would be more wonderful if you were a better friend to your friends."

"What do you mean?" said Hiccup.

"I mean," said Snotlout, "you haven't exactly been the greatest friend to them. Watch here."

Hiccup directed his attention to the villagers just a little ways away from him and Snotlout. Present-Astrid walked up to Present-Valka; some of the only people who weren't smiling.

"Have you found out what's wrong with Hiccup?" said Present-Astrid.

Valka shook her head. "No," she said. "He normally isn't like this. Normally, he at least talks to someone about his problems. Do you think something might be wrong with him?"

"I don't know," said Astrid. "He's making me worried, though."

"Do you see what I mean?" said Snotlout (Ghost of Snoggletog Present). "You don't even take your problems up with your friends, even when they're worried about you. You don't tell them what's wrong, and that just makes them frustrated and confused."

Before Hiccup could speak again, he found himself blindfolded once more.

"Snotlout!" said Hiccup.

"I am not Snotlout," said Snotlout. "Come, I need to show you something else here in the Present." Hiccup felt himself being lead out of the Great Hall and across the village, although he knew not where Snotlout was taking him exactly.

"I know you're trying to act all mystical and ghost-y," said Hiccup, "but could you at least tell me where you're taking me?"

"No need to," said Snotlout. "We're here."

The blindfold was removed, and Hiccup found him and Snotlout standing in front of a small house near the end of the village.

"Is this…Gustav Larson's house?" said Hiccup.

"No, this is the house of Tiny Tim and the Cratchits," said Snotlout.

"I don't know either of those names."

"Well, I suppose they call Gustav Tiny Tim sometimes," said Snotlout with a shrug. "Here, look inside."

Hiccup cupped his hands around his eyes and peered through the window. Beside him, Snotlout did the same. Inside the house were a lot of kids, along with two older people who looked like they were husband and wife.

"Mr. and Mrs. Larson?" Hiccup guessed.

"Mr. and Mrs. _Cratchit_," Snotlout corrected. "Those are their children."

"I don't see Gustav," said Hiccup.

"_Tiny Tim_," Snotlout once more corrected.

"How come you get to correct everything I say, but I don't get to correct you about getting my name wrong?" said Hiccup.

"Because I am getting your name right, Ebe-Sneezer," said Snotlout.

"It's. _Hic. Cup," _said Hiccup, pronouncing each syllable more dramatically then he should have.

"Okay, whatever you say, Ebe-Sneezer," said Snotlout. "You have the right to be wrong, I suppose."

"Just get to your _point_, Snotlout," said Hiccup.

"Here we go," said Snotlout. "Watch closely."

Hiccup returned his attention to the house one more just in time to see a young boy limp in, a crutch under one of his arms.

"Gustav," said Hiccup.

Snotlout glared at him. "Tiny Tim, for the last time," he growled.

"Fine, fine, Tiny Tim," said Hiccup.

He watched as the family sat down at the table, Mr. Larson (Cratchit) helping Gustav into his seat. After eating, they started singing different carols.

"You know, Ebe-Sneezer," said Snotlout, "if nothing changes, this will be Tiny Tim's last Snoggletog."

"What?" said Hiccup, taking a step back. "You mean he's going to…going to…?"

"Yeah," said Snotlout. "It's a shame for such a sweet kid such as he, but it's not like I would expect you to care. You don't care about your friends."

"Yes I do!" said Hiccup, greatly offended. "Of course I do!"

"Well, you certainly don't act like it," said Snotlout. "My time is running short, Ebe-Sneezer. You will receive yet a third visit. Ready yourself."

"Wait!" Hiccup shouted. "I have questions!"

But just as the words left his mouth, he felt himself blindfolded again. When he finally ripped the blindfold off, Snotlout was gone. Hiccup turned around, finding all the houses that were once lit with light from candles in the windows were now dark.

"Snotlout?" Hiccup wondered out loud as he spun in a circle. He froze, though. Instead of Snotlout, walking towards him was a dark figure, any facial details covered by a black cloak. And the figure was walking straight towards him.


	4. Chapter 4

**SHOUT-OUTS NEXT CHAPTER! I KNOW I SAID I WOULD DO THEM LAST CHAPTER, BUT MY EMAIL IS GLITCHING! **

**I'm so sorry I didn't update yesterday. I tried to load fanfiction so many times but it just WOULD NOT load. So, I'm here now. There should be one more chapter after this. **

**Also: I have been informed that this fanfiction is like another one. The Ebe-Sneezer thing and the whole "flying out the window" thing. Well, the Ebe-Sneezer was actually an idea given to me by my little brother, and the flying thing came from a real event. I was in a tree, and I shouted, "WATCH ME FLY!" and I jumped out of it. I would like to thank Tooth1222 (Guest) for pointing it out, but yeah, it is all accidental if it comes across sounding like someone else's fanfiction. **

**Just for this fic and all future fanfictions I ever write: I DO NOT READ FANFICTION. AND WHEN I DO, I MAKE ABSOLUTELY CERTAIN BEYOND A SHADOW OF A DOUBT THAT I DO NOT COPY ANYTHING. I've just been getting a whole lot of people telling me that I'm copying other people by my recent fanfictions, and I'm just hanging my hands helplessly like "I do not read fanfiction! I don't know what you're talking about!" **

**So, just so you all know. Sorry for the long A/N. :) HAPPY EARLY CHRISTMAS (like, really early, but hey!). :D Shout-outs next chapter! :D **

Hiccup watched the figure until it stopped in front of him. The figure was just slightly taller than Hiccup was, but that didn't make him feel any more reassured. At this point, he was creeped out a great deal. He felt his hands shaking as he took a step backwards, trying to stay as far away from the figure as he could.

"Are you…are you the one Snot—I-I mean, the Ghost of Snoggletog Present spoke to me about?" said Hiccup. "The Ghost of Snoggletog Future, I suppose, since Past and Present have already been done?"

The Ghost of Snoggletog Future appeared to nod. Then, it turned ever so slightly and pointed to the North. Hiccup followed its gaze and saw different people walking down the roads. Three to be precise, chattering as if they were great friends.

"You heard about him, I suppose," said one to another.

The other nodded. "Yes," he said. "Yes, why I have, Joe."

"Such a shame," said one; this time, a woman. "Such, _such _a shame, except I'd only go to his funeral if there were free food."

Joe laughed. "You see," he said, "I doubt many of us will miss him this time of the year. It's not like he added anything to the holiday. All he did was make it harder for us to celebrate."

"I still will miss him to some extent," said the first man. "Just not for Snoggletog." They walked on, passing Hiccup and the Ghost of Snoggletog Future as if they weren't even there.

"Who do they speak of?" Hiccup asked. "Show me, please."

Instead of answering, the Ghost of Snoggletog Future pointed to the left before heading in that direction. Hiccup turned and began walking behind it, careful to keep distance and, at the same time, careful to stay close.

The Ghost lead Hiccup to where he would have least expected it to; the Berkian cemetery. It wasn't exactly a cemetery, per say; it was more of a place where stones with the person who had died's name engraved on it would be placed as a remembrance.

"Why would you bring me here?" Hiccup asked, but he already had an idea. The Ghost pointed to a certain stone, its hand not shaking or trembling, its figure stiff. The stone had a family gathered around it, each one in dark clothing, the girls with veils over their faces. Hiccup moved over slowly, just as the people began breaking away in different directions. He looked and squinted at the name engraved on the stone;

_**TINY TIM**_

"Oh no," Hiccup said, taking a step back. He turned back towards the Ghost of Snoggletog Yet To Come, finding it unmoved from its position, its hand still outstretched towards the stone.

"Tell me it won't end this way," said Hiccup. "Tell me that this is just Snoggletog that _Might _come, not will come. Tell me, please!"

The Ghost didn't answer. Before Hiccup knew exactly what was happening, something covered his eyes. Before he could shout or scream, he felt himself dragged into unconsciousness.

…

"Do you think he'll be mad at us?"

"No, I don't think so."

Someone giggled. "This was perfe—"

"Shhhh, I think he's waking up!"

Hiccup groaned as he woke up, cracking his eyes open. As soon as he did, he found himself in his house, surrounded by Snotlout, Fishlegs, Ruffnut, Tuffnut, Gustav Larson, Astrid, and Valka.

"What?" Hiccup questioned. "What happened?"

"We totally got you!" said Snotlout. "You should have seen your face!"

"Wait…" Hiccup thought about what had happened. "What do you mean?"

"It was a prank, Hiccup!" said Astrid. She laughed. "It worked perfectly!"

Hiccup stood up, looking at the others with confusion. "You did all of that?"

"Everyone was in on it," said Astrid; "The entire village, actually, in case you want to know that, too. They all took part of it."

"You know, it wasn't funny," said Hiccup. "I was _terrified, _Astrid. I was scared to death!"

"I'm sorry, Hiccup," said Fishlegs. "We were just trying to cheer you up! We thought you would think it was funny! It took forever to set up and everything! Gustav here had to act as both you from the past and Tiny Tim. It was challenging, Hiccup."

"Maybe you shouldn't have wasted your time on it," said Hiccup. "I have to go for a few minutes." He stomped out of the house and slammed the door behind him. Just as he was walking away, he heard the door open again, and Astrid ran behind him.

"Hiccup!" she shouted. "What's the matter?"

"Nothing's the matter!" said Hiccup, not even turning around to acknowledge her. "Yeah, you guys just terrified me."

"It was a joke!" Astrid groaned. "I thought you liked jokes!"

"But that was before…" Hiccup stopped suddenly, his voice trailing off. Astrid stopped about two feet behind him.

"Before…?" Astrid said, asking him indirectly to continue. "…what? Hiccup…?"

"Before Dad," said Hiccup, finally turning around to face Astrid. "Astrid, this is my second Snoggletog without him, and…I just didn't expect it to be so hard. I always thought, when I became Chief, he would be here to help me through it, and all. But…but he's not, Astrid. He's _not_. And…I don't know. It's a big change for me."

"I understand," said Astrid. "And…I'm sorry about the whole prank thing."

"It's okay," said Hiccup. "It was kind of funny, actually. So you were the Ghost of Snoggletog Past?"

Astrid nodded. "Snotlout was Present, your Mom was Future," she said. "And of course Tuffnut was Marley."

"My Mom was the Ghost of Snoggletog Future?" Hiccup laughed slightly. "I didn't think that kind of role would fit her, but she did pretty good, and not to mention how _convincing _it was."

"Yeah, she really got you," said Astrid. "We knocked you out after Past, dragged you back to your house, and then got Snotlout ready for Present. After Present, the villagers turned out their candles, and your Mom put the cloak on and went as Future. Then, we knocked you out again and took you back to your house once more, and then…yeah, we were going to tell you it was a prank from the beginning once you woke up after it was all said and done, but…maybe we shouldn't have ever done it in the first place."

"Hey, it was funny," said Hiccup. "And thanks for being good friends. And I'm sorry for being such a wet blanket."

"You're not a wet blanket."

"Yes I am."

"Okay you are."

"I didn't expect you to agree so easily."

As he spoke, the sun rose slowly in the horizon. Hiccup turned and looked at the sunrise and then turned back to Astrid.

"So, I guess I should say Happy Snoggletog," he said.

"Yeah," said Astrid. "And a happy Snoggletog at that."


	5. Chapter 5

**Shout-outs! :D **

**silverwolvesarecool: You called right! :D *hands you free virtual whatever kind of drink you like* :D**

**midnightsky0612: Thanks! :D **

**AnimeAngel: *cue the foreign language anger* I READ THAT AND I WAS SMILING LIKE A FOOL, HAHA! :D **

**HiccupHaddockIII: :D **

**Jesusfreak: I'm glad you liked it! :D **

**Silver Electricity: Thanks so much! :D *takes coffee* *hands you more* :D**

Later on that night, the Great Hall was bustling with people dancing and laughing and just having a good time. Hiccup sat alone at one of the tables, watching the scene in front of him. He smiled and looked down at his hands. When he looked up again, Astrid was approaching him. She sat on the other side of the table and sighed.

"Hey there," she said.

"Hey there you, too," said Hiccup.

"What are you doing?" asked Astrid.

"Nothing really," answered Hiccup. "Just…lost in thought, I guess."

"Oh." Astrid twiddled her fingers, almost nervously. "You aren't still mad at us, are you?"

"What?" Hiccup looked back at her suddenly. "I wasn't really ever _mad_. Just a bit _surprised_, more like. Sorry if I came across that way earlier. I'm not mad, really. At that moment I guess I was just trying to process a lot. It was a pretty sweet prank, though. I still don't exactly know how you managed it."

"Maybe you're better off not knowing," said Astrid. "We spent all day yesterday planning it, you know. Took just about forever, not to mention also the time we spent getting the entire village involved in it and in on it."

Hiccup nodded. "Yeah, you told me that earlier," he said. "And thanks for everything. You know, I haven't exactly been the most _cheerful _person since Drago…" His voice trailed off, and he shook his head. "But thanks for putting up with me."

"Don't worry," said Astrid. "I'd put up with you _any _day."

"Why?" said Hiccup.

"Because you're my _friend_, Dragon Boy," said Astrid, using almost the same words as she had the other day. "It's my _job _to put up with you."

Hiccup smiled. "Well, good to know," he said. "But seriously, you better not call me _Ebe-Sneezer _again, or there will be consequences."

"I'll keep that in mind," said Astrid. "_Maaaaybe._"

"You instill me with confidence, milady," said Hiccup.

They sat in silence for a few minutes, neither one of them knowing what to say, until Hiccup spoke up.

"Do you…um…do you want to dance, or something?" said Hiccup.

"You know," said Astrid. "I was hoping you'd ask."

She grabbed one of his hands and pulled him, half-stumbling, half-running, onto the dance floor.

"Happy Snoggletog, Astrid," said Hiccup.

"Happy Snoggletog, Ebe-Sneezer," said Astrid.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes: <strong>

**So...merry Christmas? *nervous smile* MERRY EARLY CHRISTMAS! :D **

**I really like this. I know it's probably a common concept and lots of people have probably done it in the past, but I still like it. I read "A Christmas Carol" right before I wrote it, and then just couldn't get it out of my head. **

**So...sorry I didn't post it for, um...Christmas. **

**I lost it in my files and couldn't find it and when I found it I was SO EXCITED OH MAH GOODNESS. :D So, here's another fic now finished! I will post a one-shot later on today, and then it's off to hiatus land to me! I will miss you all! But I will give you proper farewell greetings on the one-shot! **

**BYE, YA'LL! :D **

**-BeyondTheClouds777**


End file.
